The moft Lamentable Tragedie 

If Idoe wnkcfomc Plannct f trike me downe, 

Thatl may Dumber an cternallfleepc. 

Spcakc gentle N eece, what fterne vngentle hands. 

Hath lc^>t, andhewdc, and made thy body bare. 

Of her two brandies thole fweet Ornaments, 

V Vhofe cyrchng fhadowes, Kingshauc fought to fleepe 
A \A mightnot gaine fo great a happines (in, 

Ashalfe thyloue: Why doft not (peake to meJ 

Alas acrimfon Riuerofwanne blood, 

Like to a bubling Fountaine flirde with windc, 

Doth rife andfall betweene thy Rofed lips, 

Comming and going with tiiy home breath* 

But fure lotne Teretts hath deflowredthce. 

And left thoufhouldft deleft them cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turnftawaie thy face for lhanie, 

And notwlthftanding all this lolTe of blood. 

As from a Conduit with their lfluingfpotits. 

Yet doe thy diet kes lookered a s Titans face, 
B.ufhingtobe encountred witha Clowde* 

Shall I Ipeake lor tl ice, fliall I fay tis f®. 

Oh that I knew thy hart, and knew the beaft. 

That I might rail cat him to eale my minde. 

Sorrow concealed like an Ouenftoppt, 

Doth burns the hart to cinders where it is. 

Faire Philomela, w hy flic but loft her tongue, 

And in a tedious famplerfo wed her minde. 

But louely Necce.tfaat mcane'is cut from thee, 

A craftier 7ere«/,Cofen halt thou met, 

And he hath cut thofc prettie fingers off, 

That could haue better lowed than ‘Philomel. 

Oh had the muiiftcr fecne thofc Lillie hands. 

Tremble like afpcnleaucs vpon a Lute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kifle them, 

H e would not then hauc tuch t themforhis life. 

Or bad he heard the he^uenly Harmonic, w\{ K b 


of Titus Andronicus. 

Which that fwcete tongue hath made, 

He would hauc dropt his knifeandfcll afleepe, 

/\ s Cerberus at the Thracian Poets fccte* 

Come let vsgoe,and make thy father blind, 

For /uch a fight will bli id a fathers eie* 

One hourcs (forme will drovvne thefragfantrneades, 
What tv] 1 1 whole months of teares thy fathers eies? 
Doc not drawe back e, for we will mournc with thee, 
Oh could our mourning cafe thy miferic* 

Exeunt. 


Enter the Judges and Senatours with Titus tw? formes 
bound, parfingon the Stage to the place of execution, and^l i- 
tu S going before pleading . 

lit us. Hcarc megraue Fathers, Noble Tribunes flay 
Forpitticof mine age, whofe youth was fpent 
In dangerous warres, whilft you fecurelic dept. 

For all my blood in Roomes great quarrel 1 lhed, 

For all the froftic nights that J haue watcht, 

Andforthefe bitter teares which now you fee. 

Filling the aged wrincles in my cheeks, 

Be pittifullto my condemned fonnes, 

V Vhofe foules js not corrupted as tis thought® 

For twoand twentie fonnes I ncucr wept, 

Bccaufe they died in honours loftie bed, 

Andronicus lieth downe , and the Judges pajfe by him* 

For thcfejl ribune^ in the duff I write 
My harts deepe languor, and my foules fed teares: 

Fet my teares ftaunch the earths drie appetite. 

My fonnes feveefe blood will make it fhanie and bluflit 
O earth I will befriend thee more with raine, 

Thatihall diftillfrom thefetwo auntientruincs, 

T han youthful! A prill (hall with all his fhowres* 
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